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We did not follow the Tigris closely, but cut rather
across where I saw there was a road through the hills.
Ahead rose the long line of beautiful snow mountains,
across which lies the frontier. They make a wonderful
background and seem like a wall hiding lands of remote
possibilities; they secrete a spirit of adventure; their
loftiness is like a distant bugle call heard high above one
in the clouds. Then over and among the green, undu-
lating foothills peeped up the white city of Mosul, about
which I had heard so much, had seen so often in my
imagination. And now that I set eyes on it at last, I
seemed to see it anew in all its exciting beauty in that
marvellous setting of free mountains, a city of Fable
indeed.

Soon I saw the aerodrome and flew round it carefully
to take in its limits and dimensions. There seemed a
good deal of water on it. I overshot slightly and landed
just beyond the circle, coming from the west. I had
to swing a bit at the end to the south in the fresh green
grass, I was glad to feel my wheels not sinking, for
the soil is such that though it may receive much water,
yet it does not become too boggy. And from the
aerodrome I could see the towers and minarets of the
white city standing somewhat above me and beyond
them the mountains* Stevenson was away on a recon-
naissance over the hills and far away, I had breakfast
in the Mess, a Turkish building with a square colon-
naded court with a grass lawn. There was a tame
gazelle and a tame jackdaw. The flight had taken
3 hrs, 20 mins. I was quite shivering when I got there,
as the early morning had been cold.

Mosul to Hinaidi. After waiting for a bit, the "case"
was brought to the aerodrome in a Ford Ambulance. I